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INTRODUCTION, 


BT THE. EDITOR. 


Ap ART from the merit of the following poems, 
the candid and benevolent mind will diſcover in the 
principles of the human heart natural and honourable 


motives for their publication, Thoſe memorials of 
departed friends which renew a tender and vivid re- 
collectien of their worth, and retard the approach of 
that oblivion which haſtens to cover the memory of 
man, are dear to the heart of ſympathy. Natural. 
partiality and affection extend themſelves from the 
perſons to the conduct and works of our friends, and 
even after death they live to our imaginations in every 
object with which they were connected. We find 
ſomething really eſtimable in whatever we love, and 
we are deſirous that the world ſhould approve of what 
has been approved by us. In honouring the memory 
of the dead, we enjoy the conſciouſneſs of doing juſ- 
tice—we ſeem to diſcharge anew the pleaſing duties 
of friendſhip, and ſoothe our grief by demonſtrations 
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of affectionate reſpect. The death of the Author ren - 
ders an introduction of his poems to the public proper, 
if not neceſſary. It is hoped that their intrinſic me- 
Tit will preclude the neceſſity of an apology. 

1 Ir is to be regretted that the Author's avocations 
did not permit him to collect and reviſe his papers, 
Many of his poems were left in an unfiniſhed ſtate, 
and many are the productions of a very youthful _ 
muſe, His corrections would doubtleſs have removed 
many objects of criticiſm, | 

His numerous acquaintance have long known and # 4 
admired his talents in this ſtyle of compoſition, and 
he was often ſolicited to put a volume to the prels.. 
Ile had fo far complied with theſe requeſts, as to be- 
gin the colle&ion and reviſal of his poctical produc-. 
tions, and propoſed to publiſh them, under the title 
of © The Prolufons of Ai, intimating by this title 
that he conſidered them as the eſſays of his juvenile 
years, and that he had in contemplation a work of 
greater magnitude and merit. His death prevented 
the accompliſhment of theſe deſigns, and devolved on 
the Editor the care of preparing and arranging this 
volume for publication; a taſk melancholy, but pleaſ- 

 ing—reviving in his mind the afflictive ſtroke which. 

deprived him of his friend, yet preſenting him an oc- F 

| caſion of manifeſting his reſpe& for his memory. i 

| ' Ir may not be improper to ſubjoin ſome ſketches. 

| of the Author's life and character. 

Or Mr. Azxxoztp's merit, as a man and a ſcholar, 
impartiality will ſay much, and even envy ſomething, 
| © His 


vii 
«© His clizracter preſents an original, whence the 
te painter or panegyriſt may draw a likeneſs which 
& cannot receive any additional luſtre from the glow-- 
e ing pencil of fiction.“ In the hand of a friend, a 
delineation of his character may be inflated to pane- 
gyric ; but of thoſe who ſo intimately knew his worth 
as to be able faithfully to pourtray his character, who». 
were not his friends? 

Hz was a native of Providence, and ſon of Dr. 
JoxATHAN Axxorp, formerly a delegate from the 
State of Rhode-Iſland to Congreſs, and one of the 
firſt ſettlers and proprietors of St. Johnſbury, in Ver. 
mont. After the removal of his father to Vermont, 
he was entered a ſtudent of Dartmouth college, and. 
commenced bachelor of arts in 1788, having given 
ſplendid proofs of his poetical talents, and acquired: 
the reputation of uncommon attainments in all the or- 
namental and uſeful branches of literature. On leav- 
ing college, he officiated a few months as Rector of- 
the Academy at Plainfield, in Connecticut he then 
came to Providence, and began the ſtudy of the law 
in the office of Dr. Howerr. On his admittance to 
the bar, he declined the buſineſs. of his profeſſion, . 
and accepted the office of tutor in the college at Pro- 
vidence, the dutics of which place he diſcharged to- 
univeral ſatisfection, and purſued his favourite litera- 
ry purſuits with diligence. At the commencement of- 
the college in 1791 he procceded maſter of arts, and 
was admitted ad eundem at Dartmouth and Vale. In 
the winter following the ſickneſs of his father called 


him- 


viii 


him to Vermont—and on his father's death he ſettled in 
St. Johnſbury, In March, 1795, he married MiſsPx R- 
xINs, daughter of Dr, Pzxxiwxs, of Plainfield, In 
the ſpring of 1996 he was attacked by an hamoptylis, 
which after a ſickneſs of more than ten weeks put'a 
period to his life, on the 5th of June following, in 
the 29th year of his age, | 

* No man wos better calculated to command the 
voice of populer applauſe” no one of his age receiv- 
ed more flattering proofs of public approbation. He 
* was an early candidate for fame. His political proſ- 
e pets were bright and promiſing, and few have had 
© ftronger reaſons for attachment to life; but alas! the 
te ſtrength of his conſtitution. was unequal to the ener- 
© oy of his mind.“ 

Of his merit as.a poct, it would ill become the 
Editor to ſay any thing; the public will Judge from 
the contents of this volume, 

His acquaintance with the Greek and Latin claſ- 
ics, and the beſt Engliſh writers in hiſtory and the 
belles-lettres, was intimate, His knowledge of the 
vernacular and learned languages was not only fami- 
liar, it was critical, With 2n imagination bold and 
fruitful, he poſſeſſed an underſtanding cool and dif. 
criminating. Indulging in the fanciful flights of the 
muſe, he was equal to the calm diſcuſſions of reaſon. 
His penetrating phyſiognomy denoted the ſtrength of . 
his underſtanding, and the keenneſs of his obſervation. 
A happy fatyric vein gave a lively zeſt to his conver- 


ſation, and vice and folly found no protection in. 
wealth» 


ix 
wealth or power. He held up the mirror to truth, 
„ ſhewed virtue ker own feature, ſcorn her own 
© image ;” he tore off the trappings with which faſhion 
and ſervility have decorated folly and meanneſs, He 
expoſed ſucceſsfully thoſe ſenſeleſs forms from which, 
pompous littleneſs endeavours to borrow dignity. 

His love of letters was connected with a high 
reliſh for the delights of friendſhip and hilarity, He 
was an ornament to a ſocial as well as to a literary circle,. 
The tenderneſs and fidelity with which he diſcharged: 
the duties of a huſband, a brother, and a friend, are- 
the teſtimonials of the goodneſs of his heart, and the. 
rectitude of his ſentiments, | 

Adieu ye lays that fancy's flowers adorn, 

% The ſoft amuſement of the vacant mind 

He ſleeps in duſt, and all the muſes mourn, 

* He whom each virtue fir'd, each grace reſin'd.“ 


JAMES BURRILL, Jun. 


Providence, April; 1797. 
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THE FOURTH ODE OF THE FIRST BOOK 
OF HORACE, IMITATED, 


Solvitur acris hyems gratd vice, &c. 


A GAIN returns the jolly ſpring, 


Again Favonus' balmy wing : 
The ice diſſolv'd, the ſtorms aſleep, 
Again the veſſels plough the deep. 


No more the herds the ſtalls deſire, 
No more the labourers throng the fire; 


B 


1 


The meads are white with froſt no more, 


The winter's dreary reign is o'er, 


Beneath the ſhady bowers, at noon, 

Or when ſerenely ſhines the moon, 

Ere long, by jovial ruſtics led, 

The mazy dance the nymphs ſhall tread. 


Now ſacrifice at Pleaſure's ſhrine, 
And pour for health the ſparkling wine. 
Let mirth each ſocial heart inſpire, 


And ſtrike the ſweetly-ſounding lyre. 


Death, who an equal meſſage brings 
To ral cots and towers of kings, 
Ere long his fatal dart ſhall throw, 
And ſpeed you to the ſhades below, 


No more ſhall ſound the pleaſing lyre, 


No more the nymphs your boſom fire ; 


Not e'en the maid for whom each grove 


Rings vocal with the notes of love, 


n * by 2 
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( 15 ) 
Then freely pour the ſparkling wine, 
And facrifice at Pleaſure's ſhrine, 
Improve to-day ; to-day's your own, 


To-morrow diſtant and unknown. 


( 16 ) 


THE NINTH ODE OF THE FIRST BOOK OF 
HORACE, IMITATED. 


Vides, ut alta flet nive candidum, Gr, 
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B EHOLD the mountains white with ſnow, 
And white the vallics all below, 
The foreſt nodding to the ground, 


And firm in ice the rivers bound, 


Chen, youre the fire, diipel the cold, 
Aud bring metheglin four years old; 
Enjoy to-day, nor anx1ous ſeek. 

The fortunes of another week ; 
But think your lot was kindly thrown, 


If you can call to-day your own. 


While others barter bliſs for fame, 85 
| Be happineſs your only aim; | 
Nor, ſeated by.your cheerful fire, 


Of news or politics enquire ; 


1 


Nor if in parties feuds run high, 


Or paper bills neglected lie. 


Be happy, join the lively throng, 
Tread the dance, and raiſe the ſong; 
Devote to mirth the youthful day, 
For youth is ſwift to paſs away. 
Your tender heart let beauty move, 


And preſs the lip that talks of love. 


How pleaſing, when the blooming maid. 
Is in the ſocial play betray'd ; 
And, innocently fond of bliſs, 
With faint reluctance yields the kiſs ; 
In youth ſuch ſcenes of pleaſure ſhare, 


And leave to age the brow of care. 


AN IMITATION OF THE TWELFTH ODE 
OF THE FOURTH BOOK OF HORACE. 


INSCRIBED TO BENJAMIN WEST, BSQUIRE, Lid; 
PROFESSOR OF MATHEMATICS AND ASTRONOMY 


IN RHODE-ISLAND COLLEGE, 


Jam veris comites, que mare temperant, Sc. 
| # 
Tu E bland attendants of the ſpring 
Return, and gentle breezes bring ; 
The meads are white with froſt no more, 


And wint'ry torrents ceaſe to roar. 


The ſwallow now, with anxious cares, 
A neſt for future young prepares; 
And every bird in every grove 


Is liſtening to the call of love. . 


The ladies now in ſummer gear, 
- 


And beaux in airy dreſs appear, 


( 19 ) 


And thro! the ſtreets in minuets prance, 


Or trip to Monſieur G——þhs dance. 


In vain to church the parſon calls, 
He {till muſt preach to pews and walls ; 
Plalm-finging can't like fiddling fuit, 


And what's an organ to a flute? 


The ſun approaches faſt the line, 
And thirſt increaſing, calls for wine; 
Then haſte, my friend, come haſte away, 


And quaff with me the vernal day. 


Yet I forewarn you not to think 
That you col free with me ſhall drink; 
I'm poor as, Job, and cannot give 


Like theſe who bleſs'd with thouſands live. 


| A" of fruit ſhall ſtart the beſt 
Of old Madeira from the cheſt, 


Whole cork once looſen'd, care ſhall fly, 


Or, ſous'd in frequent glaſſes, die, 


Come, 


( 20 ) 
Come, throw philoſophy aſide, 
And be for once to earth ally'd ; 
Call from the ſpheres your mind away, 


And leave the ſky unread to-day. 


Nor wiſdom's, nor religion's voice, 
Exclude us from becoming joys 
But each with careful accents cries, 


Be merry—but be alſo wife,” 


THIRTY-FOURTH ODE OF THE FIRST 
BOOK OF HORACE, IMITATED. 


Parcus Deorum cullor et infreguens, 


To O long the thorny path I trod 


Of ſceptics, and denied my GOD : 
But now to truth again I turn, 


Aud for my former errots mouray 


GOD's numerous works before my eye, 
Could I his being e'er deny ? 
Reſiſt one moment to adore, 


And ſpeak his goodneſs and his power ? 


Wants there conviction to my ſoul, 
When lightnings dart, and thunders roll; 
When tumbles to his loweſt bed 

Old Ocean—and the ſtreams have fled ? 


( 22 ) 
GOD rules the mild with gentle ſway, 
And bends the ſtubborn to obey.. 
He tears from haughty heads the crown, 


Exalts the low—and hurls the aſpiring down, 


( 23 ) 


THIRTEENTH EPODE OF HORACE, IMI- 
TATED. 


Horrida tempeſtas calum contraxit. 


B EH OLD acroſs the angry ſky 
Clouds black with hail and tempeſts fly; 
The winds with force reſiſtleſs ſweep, 
And howl along the billowy deep; 10 
15 Chill Winter roars—but let him roar; 
. He comes no further than the door. 
| hk Secure, we'll hail and bid him paſs, 
y 5 I | And puſh about th' enlivening glaſs, 
7 Let us, my a the day improve, 
5 And dedicate to wine and love, 
70 While youth gives ſtrength, for mirth prepare, 
. And ſmooth the wrinkled front of care, 


Behold the flagon filled with juice, 


Exhauſtleſs as the widow's cruiſe, 


1 


Ten times, with roſy face, the ſun 

Has through his annual taverns run, 
Since this choice liquor (ſee it ſmile) 
Was brought from old Madeira's iſle, 
Ceaſe from talking, ceaſe from thinking, 
Ceaſe awhile from all but drinking. 
For you who love the name of beaux, 
And every day wear Sunday clothes, 
Who can't a ſingle moment ſpare 

From cards, from barbers and the fair; 
Advis'd by me, the ſnow improve, 
And ſleigh about the nymphs you love. 
Since modern beauty lies in hair, 

Firſt to the ſtriped pole repair ; 

Let Howland's beſt pomatum ſhed 

Its choice perfume around your head; 
Let him with craping tongs advance, 
And friz ye a la mode de France ; 

Then with his razor ſmooth your face, 


* 


And powder give the formal grace. 


( 25 ) 

To Aborn's, Slack's or Whipple's ride, 
With beauty blooming by your ſide; 
And Charly, ſawing on his fiddle 
Joy and pleaſure—tiddle diddle, 


Old Chiron thus, ſays ancient ryhme, 


Taught Thetis' ſon to ſpend his time z 
To live to-day, and baniſh ſorrow, 
Nor truſt to an uncertain morrow. 
Th' advice is good, you will believe, 
Which from the Heathen ye receive; 
Altho' if Paul or John had ſaid it, 


Ye would have given nor heed nor credit, 


( 26 ) 


Mr. Duxnan, 


I am an admirer of the fimplicity of Sternhold and Hop- 

kins ; and am happy to find, that even in this enlightened * 

age thoſe venerable bards of antiquity have not only am- 4 

bitious imitators, but even formidable rivals. If the fol- 5 5 

lowing — has any claim to excellence in this neat Fl 

; le, you are requeſted to give it a place in your Kurz : 9 
not ſo much for the amuſement of your readers, as or a ö 1 

Jample to young poets, Ts 

___ MARCUS, 


_ 
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Exegi monumentum, Oc. 


Lib. 3, Ode 30, Horacr, 


O F fame a mighty monument 
In time erect will I, 
Than braſs more hard and durable, 
Or eke eternity. 
Sublimer, 


E 
Sublimer—O far more ſublime, 
Than pyramids full high, 
'That ſtretch their tops, and all upon 


Fair Egypt's plain do lie, 


Not Boreas, from out the north 
T ; Rude ruſhing all ſo bold, 
F I Nor rain, nor wind, that round doth roar, 


Nor age that's yet untold ; 


Po, yet of time, full ſwift that flies, 
E The tooth devour ſhall never; 
"Ri or ſtand ſhall this ſame monument, 


Like rocks and mountains, ever, 


us PART of ur ſurvive ſhall ſtill, 


And ſtay behind for aye ; 


The orn. I ween 


Right ſoon will drag away. 


LPubliſned in the Dartmouth Eagle, 1793. 


IMITATION 


( a8 ) 


IMITATION OF HORACE. 


Qui fit Macenas ut nemo. 
Sat. 1, lib. 1. 


15 Happ v the man who f 

who from the buſy crowd 
Lives far retir'd-ho in ſome fertile vale 
{© Feeas his own flocks, and tills paternal lands.” 
Thus ſays the merchant—but the ſhepherd lays, 
« Happy the * in the buſy throng, | 


© Who oft with fancying eye ſtretches his view 


[| Jo diſtant coafts, and there beholds his ſhips 


* 
- 


Full fraught with riches juſt returning home. 
© How happy handles he the ſhining gold, 
And lips it by into a ſecret purſe, 

A ſtock for future generations.“ 


bl 


© Happy the ſailor,” cries the old matroſs, 
War-worn, and ſick of tedious long campaigns ; 

© Happy the ſailor on the foamy deep, 

© Who, when the cheerful cann has paſs'd around, 


6 Stcals to his drowſy neſt, and ſleeps profoundly. 
| « He. 
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« He walks no farther than from ſtem to ſtern; 


1 5 © While I (poor ſoul) far o'er the dreary wild, 


EZ © The barren mountain, and the burning ſand, 
ZZ © Travel, ſtill wiſhing for an end of toil, 


© He twice perhaps or thrice a year returns, 
& And circles in his arms his joyful wife, 


„ Receives his little offspring to his lap, 


© And fondles them, pleas'd with the name of dad, 
& But ah! ſuch comforts are te me denied.“ 
When o'er the boiſterous ſeas the ſtorms ariſe, 


And the tempeſtuous north wind roars aloud, 


7 
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5 
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15 The cordage whiſtles, and the timbers crack, 


| ; Now upward to the ſtars the ſhip is borne, 


2 
3 
5 


0 And now ſhe falleth in a dread abyſs, 
| 6 Now, ſays the ſailor, ſea-ſick and affrighted, 


5 « Happy the ſoldier dwelling on firm ground; 


„ 


1 


, 


_— 


2 5 
* * * 


** n 2 
Won. ot 4 . * 
* 


No cares torment him, and no fears invade ; 


8 


He, in his hut ſecure, nor feels the ſtorms, 


4 + Nor minds rude Boreas' blaſts ; ſoundly he ſleeps, 


\ 


% . * 
* 5 4 

3 ** 

* * * 


% While we ſtand ſhivering on the ſlipping deck; 
4 «© On 


* 
w 


C3 


(596) b 
; 5 
© On every ſide grim death ſtands terrible, q 


& Shaking his dart, and yawning to devour us. 


© O! happy ſoldier, free from all theſe terrors.“ 


When Jeve, the ruler of the univerſe, 
Smiling beholds theſe diſcontented men, # 


He orders each to have his chief deſire. 25 


* Thou merchant, haſten to a country life, 
& And live, thou ſhepherd, in the buſy world; 
Thou ſoldier, go and with the ſailor change, 


© And let him travel with the noiſy camp.“ 


Thus orders Jove, and thus the change is made, | [2 
But now, alas ! murmurs each one the more, F 
And wiſhes for his former occupation, 1 
Ah! ſilly mortals! ignorant of their good, 4 
In their beſt ſituations ſtill they grieve, if 


a». 


And wiſh for others—blind to happineſs, 
To every comfort that this life affords, 
Who dares aſſert—the Governor ſupreme I 7 
Acts not on principles both juſt and kind, 


When he ordains to each his courſe—when he 
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Diſtributes round to each with lib'ral hand 
His bleſſings ? There's no one ſo impious, 


Then why theſe murmurings and ſad complaints? 


In his own ſphere, feels and enjoys himſelf 


Bliſs is the ſame, at fortune's loweſt ebb, 


As 'tis in the full ſea of boundleſs wealth. 


70 
YR 


# 


) 


True happineſs does not conſiſt in heaps 


Of ſhining gold, Whoever 1s content 


In perfe& happineſs—or rich or poor, 


Fooliſh or wiſe, it makes no difference, 
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THE SONG OF ALPIN. 


FROM THE SONGS OF SELMA, 


M Y tears, O Ryno, for the brave 
Are ſhed ; for heroes in the grave, 
Tho? firſt in beauty o'er the plain 
Thou moveſt, with the hunter train, 
Like Morar's ſhall be clos'd thine eyes, 
And warriors ſay, ** Here Rrxo lies,” 
When night extends her ſilent gloom, 
The mourner ſhall frequent thy tomb, 
The hills ſhall miſs thee, and unſtrung 
Thy bow ſhall in thy hall be hung. 
Mora, thou walt a roe in flight, 
And dreadful as the meteor's light : 
Loud as the ſtorm thy wrath aroſe, 
Thy ſword like lightning ſtruck thy foes : 
Thy voice like diſtant nes roar'd, 


Or torrents from the mountains pour'd: 


But 
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But when fair peace had chang'd the ſcene, 
Thy brow how placid, how ſerene, 

Like Sol's thy face, when—paſt the rain, 
His mildeſt radiance gilds the plain; 

Or Luna, when her ſplendour bright 
Beams through the ſilent veil of night; 
Calm as the boſom of the lake, 

When no rude winds its ſurface break. 
How narrow, Morxar! how confin'd 
The place that holds thy mighty mind ! 
Three ſteps encompaſs round thy grave, 
Where ſleep the aſhes of the brave; 

Four ſtones, whoſe heads with moſs are N 
For thy remembrance here are found; 
Yon leafleſs tree long graſs that ſighs, 
Mark to the muſing hunter's eyes 

The grave where mighty Monk lies. 
Tho' thou art fall'n—fall'n low, 

No mother beats her breaſt of woe; 

No maids with tearful eyes of love 


Around thy mouldering relics move; 


Cold 
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Cold is her breaſt who gave thee birth, 


And Moxcran's daughter ſunk to earth, 


Who's this, ſo white with length of years ? 
Who's this, whoſe eyes are red with tears ? 


Thy father, Moxax; ah *tis he, 


* 
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The father of no ſon but thee. 


Thy fame in war around him ſpread, 


He heard of foes diſpers'd and fled ; 


But to his car no paſſage found 


The tale of Morar's fatal wound. 
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Weep, O thou father, o'er him weep, 

Yet nought can break thy Moxaxr's ſleep, 
Deep is the lumber of the dead, 

And low in duſt their pillow laid, 


No more thy voice ſhall Mo RAR hear, 


No more thy accents pierce his ear, 
When on the manſions of the dead 
Shall orient mern its radiance ſhed ? 
When ſhall the ſlumberers ope their eyes, 


Awake, and into life ariſe ? 


Farewell 
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Farewell, thy father's hope and ſhield ; 


Farewell, thou conqueror in the field; 
Braveſt of men, thy deeds are o'er, 

The field ſhall ſee thy face no more. 

No more the foe thy vengeance feel, 
The dark wood lightening with thy ſteel ; 
What tho' no ſon preſerves thy name, 
To future times ſhall live thy fame; 

The bards o'er thee their tears ſhall ſhed, 


And mourn the mighty Moxaz dead, 


($6 -} 
FROM OSSIAN, 


8 ITHALLIN mourn, ye ſons of ſong ; 
For Ax Dax mourn the ſtreams along; 
By SwaRraN's arm in battle ſlain, 


The heroes preſs the deſert plain ! 


SWARAN, Who all his vengeance pour'd, 
And loud amidſt his thouſands roar'd, 
As the ſhrill ſpirit of the ſtorm 
On Grumal's top, whoſe griſly form 
With wrecks and ruin feaſts his eyes, 


Exulting as the wave-toſt ſailor dies 4 


Nor ſlept thy vengeful hand the while, 
Great chieftain of the miſty iſle ! 
Deaths from thine 1 were ſcatter'd round, 
And countleſs heroes preſs'd the ground, 


Thy ſword was ſtrong as Heaven's beam, 


hen lightnings through the vallies ſtream, 15th 
When the ſwains die by Heaven's ire, 1 
The rocks are molten, and the ſkies on fire! ES 
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O'er ſlaughter'd heaps thy horſes trod, 
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And ſnorting, bath'd their hoofs in blood: 
And as by winds o'er Cromla borne 
Foreſts are by the roots up torn, 


So lay the heroes, ſunk in night, 
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| Behind Cucnur ri in the fight, 


Weep on the rocks, where tempeſts roar, 
| O! thou fair maid of Iniſtore ; 
Beat, beat thy boſom of the ſnow, 
Thy youth is fallen, fallen low; 
No more by valour ſir'd, he ſprings 
To combat with the blood of kings; 
Cucnurrix's ſword has fix'd his doom, 


| And laid thy hero in the tomb, 
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© Weep, thou fair maid of Iniſtore, 


| The lovely TRENAR is no more! 
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DESCRIPTION OF NIGHT. 


FROM OSSIAN, 


Lo UD howls the wind—the ſhowers deſcend, 
The mountain ſpirit ſcreams ; 

The windows flap, the tall wogds bend, 
And roar the rain-ſwoln ſtreams, 

To ford the torrent, ſad, the wanderer tries, 


But hark !—o'erwhelm'd, he ſhrieks—he dies. 


Swift down the hill, rugged and ſteep, 
Th affrighted beaſts retire : 
The hunter rouzes from his ſleep, 
And wakes the lumbering fire: 
Ile bars the rude wind round the hearth, the while 


His wet dogs ſmoke, companions of his toil, 


Sad on the diſtant mountain's ſide 
The lonely ſhepherd ſighs, 
And bids, his wandering ſteps to guide, 


Ihe lingering moon ariſe ; 


( 39 ) 
While all around the foreſt roars, 


And down the rock the headlong torrent pours, 


The ghoſt rides lightly on the ſtorm, 


Loud are its cries, and ſhrill ; 


The houſe-dog barks, the ſhadowy form 
Flies o'er the miſty Hill. 
Cold, dark and gloomy, is the ſcene; 


Ariſe, my friend, and let the wanderer in, 


TRANSLATION 
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TRANSLATION OF AN INDIAN PRO. 


PHECY, 


WI ER E the rough cataract of Erie pours 
Down haadlong bellowing through Ontario's ſhores, 
Where vapouring clouds in pomp ſublime ariſe, 
And ſhew a thouſand rainbows in the ſkies 5 
Seated beneath a heaven- pervading oak, 


An Indian Sage prophetically ſpoke. 


« Obey, ye warriors, fate's ſupreme command, 
And to the victors yield your conquer'd land, 
Far in the eaſt I ken a numerous train 
Lach their tall barks, and ſweep along the main. 
In warlike guiſe, with ſhouts they ſpeed their way, 
In ſearch of worlds beneath the weſtern ray. 


I ice them land, their numbers quick increaſe, 


And threat the downfall of Alnomack's race. 
Fear ſtrikes my breaſt, as when along the air, 


From Allegany's heights, black clouds appear 
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A With threatening aſpe&—loud the thunder roars, 
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And broad Ohio trembles in his ſhores, 


% No more within theſe venereble groves 


Shell the young ſuitors breathe their ardent loves; 
No more we chaſe the wild deer o'er the hills, 
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XZ For mooſe nor ambuſh by the ſhady rilis 


No more the wily beaver we eninare, 


= But haſten, headlong haſten, to the war. 


: 5 A long, a long adicu, ſhall ſigh fair peace, 
7 And halcyon days and bliſsful quiet ccaſe, 
; I hear the horrid war-ſong chented round, 
; ; Sce tribes by tribes extended o'er the ground! 
5 5 Urg'd by deſpair, their angry boſoms riſe, 
3 1 And clamorous ſliouts re-echo thro' the ſkies ; 
e | 
4 4 Loud as when ſtorms deſcend upon the deep, 
: And furious whirlwinds o'cr its ſurfece ſweep ; 
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The billows roar but vain ye tread the field, 


Courage and ftrength to ſkill and fate muſt yield. 
Vat can avail your bows of largeſt ze, 
Wo 'Gainlt men whoſe engines rend th' affrighted ſkies, 


8 Hurling 
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Hurling deſtruction on the diſtant foe, 


And ſinking tribes and nations at a blow ? 


J ſee Alnomack's braveſt werriors fall; 
In vain for Arcouſki's aid they call. 


E'en Arcouſki ſhuns th' enſanguin'd field, 


To ſuch drcad weapons e'en his thunders yield, 


For o'er theſe plains (their rightful owners dead\ 


I ſee their legions all refiitleſs ſpread, 

Cities and temples riſe, whoſe gilded ſpires 
Mock the bright glory of the eaſtern fires. 
Where ancient foreſts their tall branches bend, 


And o'er the wild a horrid gloom extend, 


There ſhalh appear a variegztcd ſcene 
Of fields and gardens in perennial green : 
In thoſe ſavannahs now where beavers play, 


Innumerous flocks and docile herds ſhell ſtray, 


On Erie's and Ontario's billowy tide, 


Now where canoes with fearful caution glide, 


Huge barks ſhall ſwim, and to the various gales, 


Of danger fearleſs, ſpread their ſwelling fails, 


No 
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No more Kenhawa, whoſe majeſtic ſtream 

Our bards have ſung, enraptur'd by the theme, 
Alnomack's warriors down his tide ſhall bear, 
Thirſting for blood—impatient for the war. 
Obſcur'd the glory of the mighty dead, 


Another race his fertile banks ſhall tread. 


From where Memrobkah's fable waters lie, 
Far in the regions of the northern ſky, 
To where Monongahela's torrents pour, 
And like the voice of diſtant thunder roar; 
By ſtreams, by lakes, o'er vallies and o'er hills, 
Their people ſtretch'd, the ſpace extenſive fills. - 
Peace ſpreads her wings, and nought diſturbs her reign, 
Till thouſand ſuns have plung'd the weſtern main, 
| Then baleful Diſcord leaves the realms of night, 
Lifts her dread form, and iſſues to the light, 
Around her banner countleſs numbers ſtand, 
Roll the red eye, and wave the bloody hand, 
With horrid ſhouts they rend the troubled wy 


Clzſh on their arms, and fierce invoke the war, 


Cola 
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Geld is the cauſe for this they tread the plain, 
For this they're prompt to bleed at every vein; 
This ſhall the ties of nature blood con ſound, 
And ſons with fathers ſtrow the bloody ground, 
Curſt thirſt of wealth! which, nor the love of fame, 
Nor learning's 1 piety can tame. 
Alike this paſſion ſhall inſpire them all, 
And in confuſion blend this earthly ball, 

© The fight begins—their hollow engines ſound; 
With noblcſt blood encrimſon'd is the ground, 
From wounded thouſands dying groans ariſe, 
Pall the bold heart, and melt the ſterneſt eyes: 
They mourn their own, yet {till no pity ſhow, . 
But ruſh with tenfold fury on the foe, 
When the report by buſy fame is ſpread 
Of valiant chiefs and youthful heroes dead, 
The anxious father ſecks an only fon ; 
He's dead the ſkics re-echo to his mozn : 
The ſighipg mother beats her breaſt in grief, 


Calls for her ſon, end hurries from rclicf, 


Here 
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clere the lone widow mourns her huſband ſlain, 


Looks on his image, ſighs, and looks again. 


The expecting maiden, on her bridal day, 
Waits the dear youth, and chides his long delay : 
Ah! wretched maid, among the heroes ſlain 


Her lover lies, and dying bites the plain, 


* Such are thy ſcenes, O war! with prophet's eyes 
I ſce thy ruthleſs train from hell ariſe ; 
Then men of reſtleſs hearts, and unconfin'd, | p 
As the waves rough, unſtable as the wind, 
Shall make the reign of brotherhood and peace, 
And pleafing hours, and happy ſeaſons, ceaſe, 
Their rage deſtructive you, my ſons, ſhall feel, 
Then on themſelves ſhall turn the bloody ſteel ; 
War and contention thro' the world ſhall reign, 
And av'rice {till infuſe the curſed bane, 
Which peace and heavenly juſtice ſhall expel, 


Make man a devil, and the world a hell.” 
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Ye ſolemn train, prepare the funeral ſong, 
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THE LAST WORDS OF SHALUM ; — OR, 


THE DYING INDIAN, 


O N vonder lake I ſpread the fail no more, 3 
V'igour and youth, and active days are paſt, 
Relentleſs demons urge me to that ſhore L 


Oa whoſe bl:ck foreſts all the dead are caſt, 


For I mult go to ſhades below, 

Where all is ſtrange and all is new, 
Companion of the airy throng ; | 

What ſolitary ſtreams, 

In dull and dreary dreams, 
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All melanchely, muſt I rove along? 


To what ſtrange lands muſt Syuarua take his way ? 
| Groves of the dead departed mortals trace ; 
No deer along theſe 1 foreſts ſtray, 
No huntſmen there. take pleaſure in the chaſe: 


But 
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But all are empty unſubſtantial ſhades, 


5 That ramble through thoſe viſionary glodes; 


No ſpungy fruits from verdant trees depend, 
. But ſickly orchards there 

Do fruit as ſickly bear, 

And apples . conſumptive viſage ſhew, 
And wither'd hangs the whortle-berry blue; 


Ah me! what miſchiefs on the dead attend. 
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Wandering, a ſtranger to the ſhores below, 


I 
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Where ſhall I brook or real fountain find? 


Such is the picture in my boding mind, 
Fine tales indeed they tell, 
Of ſhades and purling rills, 
Where our dead fathers dwell, 


Beyond the weſtern hills : 


But when did ghoſt return, his ſtate to ſhew, 


I Or who can promiſe half the tale is true? 
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I too muſt be a fleeting ghoſt no more 


None, none but ſhadows to thoſe manſions go; 
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I leave my woods, I leave the Huron ſhore, 
For emptier groves below, 
Ye charming ſolitudes, 
Ye tall aſcending woods, 
Ye glaſly lakes, and prattling ſtreams, 
Whoſe aſpect {till was ſweet, 
Whether the ſun did greet, 
Or the pale moon embrac'd you with her beams, 


Adieu to all, 


To all that charm'd me where I ſtray'd, 

The winding ſtream, the dark ſequeſter'd ſhade, 
Adieu all triumphs here! 3 

Adieu the mountain's lofty ſwell, | 

| Adicu thou little verdant hill, 

| And ſeas, and ſtars and ſkies, farewell 


For ſome remoter ſphere, 


Perplex'd with doubts, and tortur'd with deſpair, 


|| Why ſo dejeRted at this hop eleſs ſleep ? 


Nature 
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Nature at laſt theſe ruins may repair, 


When death's long dream is o'er, and ſhe forgets 


to weep 
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34 0 Some real world once more may be aſſign'd, 
| ; Some new-born manſion for th' immortal mind, 
+ Farewell, ſweet lake ! farewell, ſurrounding woods, 
N To other groves thro' midnight gloom ] ſtray, 
: Beyond the mountains, and beyond the floods, 
; Beyond the Huron bay, 
Prepare the hollow tomb, and place me Idw, 
1 My truſty bow and arrows by my ſide, 
f The cheerful bottle and the veniſon ſtore; 
5 | For long the journey 1s that I muſt go, 
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Without a partner, and without a guide. 


He ſpoke, and bid th' attending mourners weep, 


Then clos'd his eyes, and ſunk to endleſs ſleep. 


43 


THE WARRIOR'S DYATII. SONG. 


1 EE in the weſt the ſan is gone, 
And darkneſs repidly comes on; 
But ſoon his beams again ſhall riſe, 


And radiant light o'erſpread the ſkies, 


Thus, tho" the raging flame deſtroy 
This mortal frams, to ſcenes of joy 
The foul ſhall fly, where Popar reigns 


O'er pleaſant woods and fertile plains, 


There nations ſhall no more be foes, 
Nor worriors tribe io tribe oppoſe ; 
Ne hideous war- ſſong ſhall be heard, 


But peace inſpire the raviſh'd bard, 


No arrows tipt with poliſn'd bone, 
Nor tomahewk ſhall there be known; 


But :1!, till time itlel£ ſhall ceaſe, 


Shall live in liermony and peace. 


E 


Urge then the torments, havghty foes ; 


Thus dezth the ſooner ſhall diſcloſe 


The land + here every torment flies, 


Where cr leſs joys and pleaſures rile, 
7 3 


id flercer Names around him roll, 
And try to bend his ſtubborn ſoul; 
Yet vain the hope, the trial vain, 


To make great Errac's ſon complain. 


No ſling of woe, nor pain ſevere, 
Shall from his eyelids draw a tear; 
But e'en his fa themielves {hall ſay, 
A noble Chief has fallen to-day, 


Tell then your ſons, ye warriors, tell 


Without complaint how Karack fell; 
How his firm breaſt no fear appall'd, 


To die whene'er his nation call'd. 


Thus ſhall their manly boſoms glow, 


With ſouls invincible' by woe, 
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Exult like ELtac's ſon to die, 


And to the realms of Po DA fly. 


Thus ſpake the Hero of the ſhore, 
Where broad Kanhawa's waters roar ; 
Then clos'd his eyes, untaught to weep, 


And ſunk in glory's arms to ſleep, 
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FRAGMENT OF AN INDIAN SONNET, 


DESCRIPTIVE OF THOSE EXTRAORDINARY ANI- 


MALS WHOSE BONES HAVE BEEN FOUND IN 


THE WESTERN COUNTRY, 
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1 Tu E monſters rage, and round the earth 
s: 
1 Spread ruin and deſtruction fell, 
4 Sent by the great *PrnooGcTRs1's wrath, 
| z | Fierce from the angry gates of hell, 
. Haſte, my SnOO TAI, haſte awey, 


Deſtruction waits upon delay [ 


1 
| 2 Above the higheſt pines they raiſe 
6: : H : : 725 

1 In horrid mzjeity their head; 


Their eyes in vengeful anger blaze, 
Their jaws grind nations of the dead, 
Haſte, my SuoorTa1, haſte away, 


Deſtruftion waits upon delay 


Evil ſpirit, 


E 3 


Save us, F OROONORH] at a leap 3 


O'er Allegany's height they bound; 


O'er Huron's darkly rolling deep, 
And with convulſions rend the ground. 
Haſte, my SuooTA1, haſte away, 


Deſtruction waits upon delay! 
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They breathe, the woods are proſtrate laid, 7 
The rocks are mov'd; they roar, 3 
Old Erie on his fall is ſtay'd, 
Kanhawa trembles on his ſhore, 
Haſte, my SyooTai, haſte away, 
Deſtruction waits upon delay! pO 
} Good ſpirit. 


&A SACRI- 
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A SACRIFICE OF A MOTH TO THE MUSES, 


FROM THE LATIN OF THEODORE BEZA, 


A COLLEGE EXERCISE, 178; 


7 i 
1 Qu E EN of the fam'd Caſtalian ſpring, 
What ſacred offering ſhall I bring 
| : . * . . 
Io thce and thine? Since 'tis our aim, 
3 
| 1 Who would the poet's laurel claim, 
With frequent offerings to pleaſe 


The beautiful CAsTALIDESͤ; 
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To you I ſacrifice to-day, 

But what the grateful victim, ſay ? 

bo triumphe ! fing around, 

Io triumphe! I have found 

A new, unheard of ſacrifice, 

Yet pleaſing in the muſes' eyes. pg 
Approach, O Moth ! thou puny creature ; 

Approach, thou prodigy of nature; 

Who 


666) 
Who bear'ſt about a body ſmall, 
But yet a belly vaſt withal. 
Doſt thou not act the wicked part, 


And ſhow the villain in thy heart ? 


7 


Doſt not with ſacrilegious jaw 
The poets ſacred labours gnaw ? 
* 


The fact is plain as noon-· day light; 
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Don't, at thy peril, don't deny't. 5 

j 
Lo! the examples thou haſt left 5 
Of thy voracity and theft, ; 
Here's LESBIA, the mules? child, : 
And ſweet Carus, :lmoſt ſpoil'd, | 7 
Here, miſcreant, turn thoſe hateful eyes, £ 

% Here: Martial, here grezt Wirgil lies; f 

Virgil, renown'd for epic ſtory, ; 


The world's delight, Reme's orcateſt glory. 

Here others too innumerous lie, 

And loud for fpzeuy vengeance cry, 

Step forth, thou villain; ſcrip, ſtrip ſtreiglit; 
= 


Lock! ſee the iubtie creature wait; 


See't 


ad 
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gee't death pretend! There's no delay; 
Step forth, meet puniſhment, to pay 
For all thy crimes. Now that ſtab take, 
And that, and that / Behold him quake 
How from the wound ſpouts crimſon gore, 
And ſpreads the ſacred alters o'er ! 
Rejoice, ye muſes! no more pain 
Shall this fell monſter give, he's ſlain ! 
Yes, the inſatiate monſter's dead, 
Who on your deareſt votaries fed! | 
This token of my triumph greet, 
This ſkin, to you I'll dedicate 
Pannassvs with the trophy grace, 
And o'er it this inſcription place: 
© This, BEezaA on the NINE beſtows, 


+ Torn from the worſt of all their foes,” 
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ON THE DEATH OF ADONIS. L 


TRANSLATION, TIiEOCRITUS, 31ST IDYLL, 
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His blooming chaeks depriv'Ad of red, 


Donis dead, 


= 
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His hair devoid oflevery grace, 
1 SS 
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She cali the loves, aud bade them go 
And bring the beaſt chat gave the blow, 
Swiftly as birds away they flew, 

And ſearching pl-ins aaa vallies through, 
The guilty beaſt at laſt they found; 
And having faſt with ſhackles bound, 


One with a rope connetted ſtrong, 


Marching before, dragg'd him along; # 
* he others, walking in the rear, | 
Hurried his pace with blows ſevere, | 
With ſorrowing face the beaſt appear'd, | 


For Vasxvus' frowns he greatly fear'd, 
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& And didſt thou,“ ſaid the queen of love, 
&© Thou worſt of all the beaſts that rove, 
„ Didſt thou with cruel tuſhes bite 

© The tender thigh of my delight?“ 

To her the boar, with drooping head, 
Thus an rwerdd tremblingly, and ſaid, 


«© Goddeſs of love, with flowing hair, 


« By your own {eI!, Anois fair, 


© Theſe hunters and my bonds, I ſwear, 
% head no wiſh to ſpill his blood; 
But locking on him as a god, 
I could net rale love's raging flame, f 
(And thence, ah me! this grievous blame) | 
But with mad fury, ruſhing nigh, 
& Too hard I &:i5'd his naked thigh : | 
But oh, fair queen, theſe tuſnes take, 


And break them, inte pieces break: 


And if theſe little ſeca to you, 
Take theſe, my lips, I yield theſe too.“ 


Compaſſion 
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To ſee the creature's woe; 


The little loves ſhe then addreſs'd, 
And bade them let him go, 


To range the woods he'd no deſire, 
Nor yet to leave the queen, 
But nigh approaching to the fire, 


He threw his tuſhes in. 


Compaſſion touch'd fair Vt xvs' breaſt, 
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WRITTEN ON THE BANKS OF PASSUMSICK RAIVERg 


(VERMONT) SEPTEMBER, 1790. 


Pa SSUMSICK, hail! who glid'ſt along, 
Unknown to melody and ſong, 
Saving what ſung the Indian bard, 

E'er yet refinement bucket thy ſhore, | | 
While thy falls ceas'd to vol; 

And with attention heard. 
War he ſung, and blood and fire! 

While every foreſt trembled round, 


F'en Echo's ſelf ſeemed anxious to retire, 


And ſcarce gave back the frightful ſound, 


Thee I hail, as thou doſt paſs, 

Reflecting in thy watery glaſs 

Wide ſpreading elms, and baſſwoods high, 
And pines that kiſs the ambient ſky. 


F 


( 62 ) 
Thy ftream, which runs like fancy's child 
Irregular and ſweetly wild, 
Now through fertile meadows ſtrays, 
Ard pleas'd with beauties on each fide, 
Its downward courſe awhile delays, 


And hardly ſeems to glide, 


= 


Now from a tall cliff thundering pours, 
And foaming, laves the rocky ſhores, 
Along thy banks new ſcenes appear, 
Improv'd by each revolving year. 

In wilds, where once the ſavage trod, 
To ſate with blood his angry god, 
Humanity erects her throne, 


And mild Religion ſeats her down, 


Oſt on thy margin thou haſt ſeen 
The Sachem and his tawney train 
Roll the red eye in vengeful ire, 
And lead the captive to the fire. 


Behold the victim march along, 
Undaunted, midſt the yelling throng ; 
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The vallies hear from him no cries, 

Nor ſighs his breaft, nor weep his eyes; 

But loud he chants the parting ſong, 
And ſtill unyanquiſh'd dies! 


Now fairer ſcenes thy banks adorn ; 
Yellow wheat and waving corn 

Bend in gratitude profound, 

As yielding homage to the ground. 
See the cottages of ſwains 

Riſing frzquent o'er the plains ; 

There plentv, peree and joy reſi de, 
And ſhut the door to envious pride; 
There kealth her cheerful viſage ſhows, 
And nymphs look blooming as the roſe. 
Beneath a beech in youder grove 

Hear the voice of generous love. 

No coquette there, with wily arts, 
Tries to enſnare a ſcore of hearts, 

Nor feignedly indifferent turns, 


And flies the man for whom ſhe burns ; 


F 2 


With 
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The theme of many a future ſong ; 


-L, 04 4 
With falling eyes and modeft ſhame 
Sincere they tell their mutual flame, 
And change the kiſſes, which impart 


Joy and rapture to the heart, 
Paſſumſick, hail ! who glid'ſt along, 
IlIadſt thou a wiſh, that wiſh would be 


Still on thy banks ſuch ſcenes to ſee, 


Where innocence and peace are found, 


While vice and tumult vex the world around. 


6 
ODE TO SPRING. 


Ha IL, Seine! in roſy veſture clad ; 
Whoſe lively looks, of healthful hue, 
Make the birds ſing, the fields look glad, 
And nature all her charms renew. 
At thy approach my eyes rejoice, 
I bait this with a cheerful voice. 
Dx 114 alone, with ſmiles of love, 5 


Can more my ſoul to rapture move. 


TS 


Faſt by a brook, with limpid waves, 
That idly babbling winds along, 


And the green margin gently-laves, . 


1 . a „ 
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I. fit and chant the vernal ſong. 


To Zembla, and the arctic ſeas, 


At thy approach chill Winter flees; 
The ſtreams, confin'd in ice no more, . 


Exult, and bound the meadows o'er, 


F.3. | The 


( 66 ) 
The ſwains begin their annual toil ; 
With ſturdy ſteers ſome cleave the ground ; 
Thoſe harrow up tke mellow ſoil, 
And ſtrew the choſen ſeed around, 
And when adown the weſtern ſkics 
Sol haſtes, and evening ſhades ariſe, 
The nymphs attend their tales of love, 


And each corroding care remove, 


Hear through the vale the black-bird's ſtrains, 
How ſweet they ſtrike the liſtening ear ; 
While red-breaſt to his mate complains, 
Source of his pleaſure and his care, 
Innumerous ſongſters of the grove 
Awake to rapture and to love; 
Perch'd on the boughs, their lays unite, 


And ſtay th' attention in delight, 


Now over hill and dale and plain, 
Her head with fragrant roſes crown'd, 
Mild Flora leads her blooming train, 


And varied beauty clothes the ground, 
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The daiſy and the violet blue, 
Fhe gold-cup and the ladies-ſhoe, 
And, paſling all, the lily fair 


Expands its boſom to the air. 


How many charms, O Spring, are thine ; 
Where'er I turn my raviſh'd eyes, 
A thouſand beauties, all divine, 
A thouſand novel ſcenes ariſe, 
At thy approach my eyes rejoice, 
I hail thee with a cheerful voice ; 
Delia alone, with ſmiles of love, 


Can more my ſoul to rapture move. 


( 68 ) 


ODE TO. CONNECTICUT. RIVER. 


ON thy lov'd banks, ſweet river, free. 
From worldly care and vanity, 
I'could my every hour confine, 


And think true happineſs was mine, 


Sweet river, in thy gentle ſtream. 
Myriads of finny beings ſwim 

The watchful trout, with ſpeckled pride; 
The perch, the dace in ſilvered pride; 
The princely ſalmon, ſturgeon brave, 


And lamprey, emblem of the knave. 


Beneath thy banks, thy ſhades among, 
The muſes, miſtreſſes of ſong, 
Delight to ſit, to tune the lyre, 


And fan the heav'n-deſcended fire, 


Here nymphs dwell, fraught with every grace, 
The faultleſs form, the ſparkling face, 


869) 
The generous breaſt, by virtue form'd, 
With innocence, with friendſhip warm'd; 
Of feelings tender as the dove, 


And yielding to the voice of love, 


Happieſt of all the happy ſwains 
Are thoſe who till thy fertile plains ; 
With freedom, peace and plenty crown'd, 


They ſee the varying year go round, 


But, more than all, there Fanny dwells, 
For whom, departing from their cells, 


The muſes wreaths of laurel twine, 


And bind around her brows divine > 
For whom the dryads of the woods, 
For whom the nereides of the floods, 
Thoſe as for Dian fam'd of old, 
Theſe as for Thetis reverence hold; 
With whom, if I could live and die, 


With joy I'd live, and die with joy, 


( 70 ) 


Mz, Duxnan, 


The qualifications neceſſary to conſtitute one of that 
happy ſpecies of animals called PoxTs, are, ragged el- 
bows, empty pockets, and diſappointment in love,— 
The two former of thoſe enviable requiſutes Tam bleſſed with, 
and I believe am in a fair way of ſoon being authorized to 
Jay all three, You will not, goed Mr, Editor, have the 
wnpþugence to deny one fo happily circumſtanced for a rhyme- 
er a feat upon the banks of your RiL1, but cheerfu ly re- 
ceive the following fugitive ftanzas, tho' perhaps they cet 
too lit'le ſweat of He 400 miduight ta low in their come 


$ofetion, : 
MARCUS. 
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St NCE now the tuneful Sifters deign, 
So often woo'd, to greet my lyre, 

III give the winds all care and pain, 
Bleſt in my bottle, friend and fire; 


No cares ſhall vex, nor fears controul, 


My peaecful heart and tranquil ſoul, 


Indifferent 


$7 


Indifferent I how parties dance, 


How GzxzT foams, or Witcocks ſcrawls; 
What capers now are cut in France, 

What Hhair-brain'd ſpouter ſtands or falls: 
Blow high=—blow low, it matters not 


To me how factions ſtorm, a groat, 


Why need the buſtling world's ſtrange din 
Aﬀright the pauper, or his muſe ? 
vince ſure, though little, he my win 
Who nothing owns, can nothing loſe : 
At worſt, remain in ſtatu quo, 


Like me, and ſcrawl an ode or ſo, 


Now royalty's gay bloſſoms blight, 
Alas! and many a courtier ſobs; 
Yet if —whatever ts, ts right, 
Why rail at Jacobins and mobs 


Scoul at ga-rra's frantic ſtrain, 


And d -- n equality and Pains ? 


(. 72 ) 
The ſage, though diſcord's comets blaze, 
And giddy ſubjects ſpurn at laws; 
Kings bleed, and feuds a nation craze, 
With calmneſs views one natural cauſe ; 
No trivial object turns his eye, 


Nor ſmall clouds gloom. his genial ſky, 


Be ſlow (ſays one well known to fame) 
To judge the parties of the day ; 

Nor raſhly praiſe, nor raſhly blame, 
The different actors in the fray, 

When ſtate convulſions laſt ſo long, 


Few ſides are wholly right, or wrong. 


Go ſce half Europe by the ears, 
And Gallia's topſy-turvy plan 
Sink peers to dirt—r2iſe dirt to peers, 
And term the inverſion, rights of man, 
Where now no politicians run, 


But thoſe who plead with club and gun, 
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Men long enſlav'd, when once releas'd, 
Will dance a little in their glee ; 
And when the car of ſtate they ſeize, 
T hey're apt to ride and drive too free; 
And Gallia's genius ſad complains 


That Phaetons hold both whip and reins, 


So fortune's wind-mill wharls, and muſt : 

Some e'er will ride, ſome trudge on foot ; 
Rogues rule, while honeſty in duſt 

Muſt ſweat, and pay thoſe rogues to boot : 
While all the flatterer Hope can ſay, 
Is—* Every dog will have his day.” * 


This offer'd to the muſe's view, 

More taught by nature than by book, 
She liſp'd “ Man's rights, however few, 
He'll get enough by hook or crook ;” 

And Sylvia thinks him apt to be 


E'en when in chains by far too free, 
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How 
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How oft is man untimely brave, 
How often timorouſly cool; 
How oft a tyrant, or a lave ; 
b How oft a madman, or a fool; 


No decent medium keeps him ſtill, 


He either muſt adore or kill. 


Yet Lovis ſleeps within his tomb, 


Nor art nor arms can call back fate; 


_— 


Then warriors turn, avert the doom 
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Of Poland's Monarch, die too late, 


| 
| Unhappy prince ! unhappy land ! 
! Oppreſs'd by a ſuperior hand! 


For Ruſſia's Empreſs little heeds 
The muſty rules of wrong or right ; 
Kare ſtill can manage court intrigues, 
Or, if 'tis neceſſary, fight. 
Like mad Bellona in her car, 


Cry—h/avoc to her dogs of war, 


O! when 


(96 4 
O! when will peace from heaven deſcend, 
The ruffian god of war controul, 
With ſmiles her olive branch extend, 
And ſpread its ſhade from pole to pole ; 
Huſh the loud clarion's ſhrill alarms, 


The hiſs of feuds—and din of arms! 


Now ſhivering Winter flaps his wings, 
Their filver'd tops the mountains ſhow, 
The naiades mourn their froſt-ſealVd ſprings, 

Which hoarſely rumble {ad below; 
No lilies now the glade adorn, 


Nor red-breaſt ſings at eve or morn. 


But jingling fleighs the fair convey, 

And bucks, rigg'd cap-a-pie, t' the hall, 
Where pupils, marſhal'd in array, 

Muſt hop in concert with ST, Por“: 
Some college lad this ſport attains, 


More partial to his ſhanks than brains, 


G 2 


But 
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But we the generous bowl will quaff, 
Which reaſon dips in friendſhip's ſtream 2. 
Chat, ſtudy, walk, fing, joke, or laugh 
At bulls which grace a brother's theme; 
Theſe paſs with cordial mirth our clan, 


Right is the friend, though wrong the man. | 


While I with open elbows play, 

And try betimes my lyre to mould 
To jolly ode, or love-lick lay, 

At which, Matilda, do not ſcold ; 
An eye like thine my ſoul allures, 


Or lip, you witch! that taſtes like yours! 


[ Publiſhed in the Dartmouth Eagle, March 13, 1794.) 
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A- PROSPECT OF NORTH-AMERICA. 


Ox every ſide, where'er I caſt my ſight, 

New ſcenes ariſe, which fill me with delight, 

Yon ſun, which late beheld with pitying eye 
Columbia's children from his orb on high, 

Now ſmiles with pleaſure as he guides the day, 

And o'er the world emits a brighter ray. 

Mars and Bellona, with their helliſh train, 

Their chariots turn, and leave th' enſanguin'd plain. 
Diſcord recedes, and peace her olive A | 
Exulting, ſtretches o'er a willing land. 

The fields, which late were waſh'd with hero's gore, 
And ſhaken by the thundering cannon's roar, 

Now wave with grain, and, beauteous to the fight, 
Again the farmer's toils and hopes invite.. 

Now freedom's ſtandard waves, erected high, 

For which we fought, to conquer or to die; 

For which a thouſand noble heroes bled, 


And at her ſhrine their lives an offering paid. 


G 3: | Long 
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Long may her preſence fair Columbia bleſs, 
And wide diffuſe the ſeeds of happinels ! 
Now commerce, all-enriching, ſpreads her ſails, 
And courts the favour of the various gales ; 


To Europe, Aſia, and the climes which he 


Far hence, beneath the oriental ſky; 
'To lands which parch beneath the burning zone, 
Our merchants haſte, and make their wealth our own, 
Now ſcience rears her venerable head, 

And dooms the charm of ernie dead; 

Her liberal ores exalt the human mind, 

With virtue fire it, and by reaſon bind. 

Touch'd with diſdain to ſee old manners riſe, 

Nor men grow better as they grow more wiſe, 


From European climes ſhe ſped her way, 


And ſought a ſcat beneath the weſtern ray. 
Behold her fanes through this new world ariſe, 
Their heads ſublime approaching to the ſkies, 


With joy ſhe ſees Columbia's ſons grow wiſe, 


Nor longer proſtitute themſelves to vice; 
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Beholds them prize the virtues of the mind, 


/ 


And more to ſubſtance than to ſhew inclin'd. 

For long, too long, has vice poſle{s'd the ſway,. 
And ſhadows borne from things the prize May. 
Wrapt into ſcenes yet future, I behold, 

Though theſe are happy—happier ſcenes unfold ; 
The time when, free, and to no place confin'd, 
Theſe bleffings ſhall embrace all human kind; 
When freedom's life-reviving flag unfurl'd, 

High rais'd, ſhall wave triumphant o'er the world ; 


When ſrom the ſky yon ſun ſhall not behold 


One wretch depriv'd of liberty by gold; 


When wide to all fair ſcience opes her page, 
And peace and virtue bleſs the rolling age. 
O ſlavery ! mankind's ſupreme diſgrece, 
Thy ills what tongue ſucceſsfully can trace? 
See the poor negro, realize his fate, 

Stol'n from his country in an infant ſtate ; 
Sold and re-ſold by human fiends for gain, 


At length he's bound on Carolina's plain, 


( $0 ) 
There ſee him toil from morn till evening ſun, 
And then depriv'd of ſuſt'nance dearly won; | 
View him with heat, with thirſt and hunger worn, 
By cruel lords with whips and ſcourges torn ; | 
See tow'rd his country turn'd his weeping eyes, 
And hear the groans that from his boſom riſe, 
My heart's blood boils, I leave the dreadful ſcene, 
And turn from devils in the guiſe of men, 
Heaven venge their crimes, and roll the happy hour, 
When man no more his neighbour ſhall devour ; 
When love celeſtial ſhall to earth deſcend; 


And on each forehead ſtamp the name of friend. 


* W 
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ON THE RETURN OF SPRING. 


Mi LD SrRixe returns, back to the north 
DeftruRve Boreas flies, 
No more to lead his ſquadrons forth, 
Nor mingle earth and ſkies, 
Mild Spring returns, returns t impart 
A lively pleaſure to each heart 
But mine ; to me it comes in vain, 


With all its charms, to ſoothe my pain. 


The ſwains begin 10 plough the field, 
And ſow the liberal grain, 
Which ſoon a proſpett fair ſhall yield, 
Waving along the plain, 
Mild Spring returns—all things are gay, 
The meads appear in bright array; 


Diſpers'd are Winter's diſmal glooms, 


And nature all her charms aſſumes, 
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Behold the trees with foliage crown'd, 


Their branches wide diſplay'd; 
Behold with herbage cloath'd the ground, 


Inviting to the ſhade. 
Mild Spring returns; beneath the trees 
Go, ſwains, enjoy the evening breeze; 


Go, and with nymphs of carriage neat 


The green turf tread with lively feet. 


| Behold the birds on every ſpray, 
| What cheerful notes they ſing; = 
They ſtrut in various plumage gay, 
And greet the welcome Spring. 
Mild Spring returns, returns t' impart 
A lively pleaſure to each heart 
But mine ; to me it comes in vain, 


With all its charms, to ſoothe my pain.. 
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A SORT OF AN ECLOGUE. 


Mx. PRINTER, 


When in your poet's corner I have ſeen 
Sweet verſes meaſur'd off in tuneful chime, 
Written upon the ſeaſons of the year, 
How it hath fir'd my breaſt to tag a rhyme! 
I'd give the world, I've ſaid—but pleaſe to ſtay, 
Don't take me at my word, before you knaw it ; 
Keeping but one poor quarter for myſelf, 
I'd give the reft of it to be a poet. 


No W Summer, riſing from Pacific iſles, 
Breathes on our northern farms a warmer day, 
And calls the mower forth to whet his ſcythe, 
And lay the ſide- long ſwarth of ſavoury hay. 
For Summer, then, pray can you tell me how 
To grace my rhyme ?—'t ſhall be perſonify'd ; 
Let's ſee—ſhe is in faith a red milch cow, 


With goodly horns, and dug diſtended wide; 


Diſtended 
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Diſtended wide her teats with nect'reus juice, 

1d eſt with dews, with zeph'rous airs and ſhowers, 
Filling the milk-pail vallies of the earth, 
The food of trees, of herbs, and fruits, and flowers, 
The buſieſt ſeaſon this of all the year; 
For all the farmer's treaſure lies at ſtake, 
Behoves him now to rig is haying gear, 
To muſter up and mend his broken rake, 

Soon as Aurora, roſy-bluſhing fair, 
O'er the grey eaſt her crimſon ſkirt has ſpread, 
Blithe to the fields the buxom lads repair, 
SAamver and HzzExlan, and Jos Ern at their head, 
With ſtriped trowſers each, with nimble pride, 

And cke with ſtriped ſhirt, they trip along ; 

Fach with his ſcythe hung waving at his fide, 

Sau. ſings the cuckoo's neſt, Jo. whiſtles Bob and Joan. 
Thus paſs they cheerful, while with merry throat 
In giddy glee rings all the woodland round, 

The chirping call, the wildly winding note, 

Some towering high, ſome hovering near the ground, 


The 
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The plaintive red-breaſt ſings the boughs among, 


The chattering brown thruſh and the mockbird queer, 


The bobby-licorn's labyrinth of ſong, 

The treble plover too, ſhrill-ton'd and clear; 
While farmer Jexxy, a mile hence at leaſt, 

Is heard to pour his matin in a flood, 

Full clear, the torrent ſound ſwells o'er the reſt, 
And Brookficld echoes round the diſtant wood, 
Oit has he the full e crown'd, 

And thro' the baſs the deep'ning notes would roll, 
Or ſwell'd the tenor's more mclodious ſound, 
And in the ear enraptur'd pour'd his foul, 
Un{kill'd in muſic's lore, for he is blind, 

Nor ſ thrill of art nor emphaſis he knew; 

But his is nature's voice; ſhe's there been kind, 


And with it giv'n an ear to guide it too. 


The ſun, now verging up the ſtcepeſt ſkies, 
Sheds on the fields below an upright beam; 
Oppreſs'd with heat the whole creation lies, 


And wavering roofs in diſtant proſpect gleam, 
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Beneath yon poplar ſhade, on new-mown hay, 


* 


mmers'd in grog and ſleep, the luſty ſwain 
Sonorous ſnores the noon-tide hours away, 
And dreams that Sur has turn'd him off again: 
Till from ſome opening of the browning ſhade, 
The ſun with focal heat pours down his beam; 
It ſtings—he ſtarts, and rubs his ſun-burnt cheek, 


And thanks his gentle ſtars 'twas all a dream. 


But what to paint a ſimple country laſs, 

With art, with wit and grace, could poets mean ? 
O ports you have fibb'd it groſsly here, 

Or elſ: ſtrange taſtes you needs muſt have, I ween, 
Remote from emulation's reſtleſs pow'r, 
Unlctter'd, from ſociety confin'd, 

Can ſentiment fill up the vacant hour, 
Or keen wit irritate the rorpid mind ? 
Yet ſhall my verſe their real worth diſown ? 
Or ſhun to ſpeak their peaceful blameleſs lives? 
Thy praiſe, O Virtue, fure is all their own, 


The beſt of mothers, and the beft of wives, 


A MODERN 


* 


A MODERN EC&OGUE. 


CARYL AND sus AN. 


U ARYL tlie barber, and his wife, of late 


lad, journeying homeward, words of high debate ; 
Ile long had liv'd ſuſpicious of the fair 5 
(To jealous boſoms, trifles light as air 
© Are confirmations ſtrong”) yst ne'er had been 
So prompt before to charge her with the ſin. 
The Muſe was by, and, pleas'd with ſuch rare ſport, 


Has told the dialogue in this here fort, 


CARYL. 


At three new Boſton ſhopſters have I try'd, 
And bought a chintz would ornament a pride; 
This boſom-pin, this locket tied with blue, 


I bought for Sus Ax, thinking ſhe was true: 


FE 
= 
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But, ah ! for all my love what ſad return, 


Since you for ſwains beſide your Cary burn. 


H 2 'Tis 


6 88) 


'Tis well I ſaw you not—theſe eyes had flow'd 
Away in tears, and I had lifcleſs ſtood, 

How times have alter'd ſince I firſt thee knew 
How am I left the wedding day to rue! 

Ah, luckleſs CaRY LI! Susanx, faithleſs fair, 
Has ſoil'd her fame, and ſunk thee to deſpair / 


SUSAN, 


Tis . O CRI, times have alter'd quite, 
Since firſt you kils'd me on the nuptial night; 
Indeed they've alter'd in four ſeaſons gone; 

But charge not me—the fault is z thy own, 
While ſtood our cot on Bagley's fertile plain, 
I was thy nymph, and thou my only ſwain, 
Then in thy preſence brighten'd every ſcene, 
More red the roſe grew, and the graſs more green ; 
oon as the ſun from eaſtern kies aroſe, 
Ve left our leafy couch and ſweet repoſe; 
Then did I firſt beneath the aſhes hide 


Twice twenty rough-ſtins, and our meal provide; 


Then 


Ae 
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Then ſwept—and to my ſpinning-wheel ſat down, 


Nor envied her who wears a golden crown ; 

And when at noon, with labour ſpent and hcat, 
Thou did'ſt, O Carri, to thy cot retreat, 

I cheer'd thee fainting with a cup of whey, 

From Comſtock's brought, and fann'd the heat away. 
How often then, attcſt ye ſtars above, 

Did Susax, breadl:ſs, make a meal on love. 

How oft did ſhe refrain from every cruf, 

Tho' pinch'd with hunger, and, to quench thy thaf 
To thee, O CARL, all the whey reſign'd, 
Contented always while ber Wein was kind, 

How oft, O lun, within yon pine: tree grove, 

Haſt thou heard Ca RI tell me tales of love; 

And when thou, haſtening down the weſtern ſkv, 
Didit ſeek at eve in Thetis' lap to lic, 

Then did we to our humble £ot repair, 

And ſeek for reſt and ſatis!aEtion there, 

But now, alas! the happy glaſs is run, 


CARYL is faithleſs—Svusaxn is undone. . 


. YET 


CARYL, 

Stay, Susan, ſay; from all reproach refrain, 
And prove me faithleſs, ere thou doſt complain. 
Here CAaryL ſtands, a pure and ſpotleſs youtnh, 
(So heaven preſerve me as I ſpeak the truth) 
Here ſtands he—pure 2s thou, my lovely bride, 
Six months before the nuptial knot was ty'd : 
But ſay'ſt thou this thy own diſgrace to cure? 
Jah ! that's a trick I never will endure, 

I'll beat thee, Susar, for thou art my wife; 


I'll beat thee, tho' I love thee as my life. 


SUSAN, 

Stay, Carr: ſtay; thy beating love reſtrain, 
And I'll unfold the reaſons why I plain. 
When firſt, on fame and worldly riches bent, 
Thee to Pawtucket ti cafe genius ſent, 
Then fled the ſunſhine of my former life, 
And fortune frown'd on Caxrv L's faultleſs wiſe ; 
When et thy ſhop three cuſtomers a day 


Vere ſhav'd, and each his coppers three did pay 


How 


A 
* 
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B 
How didſt thou ſtrut, and talk, and look as big 
As old MfLavucurin in his hoxſe-tail wig. 
F.'en then I ſaw ſome ſymptoms of diſdain, 
And thought thee colder than my country ſwain. 
But when to every houſe in town you run, 
And ſhav'd and drefs'd them every mother's ſon, 
Then money rattled in your once lan- mirfs, 
And all was prinking, pranking, minee and fuſs. 
Now Caryr drinks with gentry, and carouſes 
At gaming tables and at brothel houſes, 
Nov oft at midnight SUSAN opes the door, 


And lets him in a traveller on all four, 


CARYL, 


Fake thit—you huſſy, for your lie, — 


SUSAN, 


Have done. 


CARYTL, 


4 have, you baggege; now you may go on. 


SUSAN, 


SUSAN, 
8 
Then your affection to decay began, 
And firſt I knew th' inconſtancy of man. 
But ſtill your love I did not ceafe to prize, 
And tried to make me pleaſing in your eyes. 
When you came home and call'd me fwarthy brown, 
And ſaid ſuch colours would not do in town, 
Did I not try, at morning, noon and night, 
And waſh and ſcour and labour to be White? 
Did I not eat of pipe tems near a groce, 
And take of herb-arinks many a bitter doſe ? 
Devour raw rice and paper Indian meal, 
And chalk—as much as ever I could ſteal ? 
And when, in ſcorn, “d- n ſucha ſhape,” you cry'd, 
Did I ol lace me till I almoſt dy'd ? 
Yet fill J fail'd —you ſought another fair, 
And DERMO r law you, CARYI, you know where, 
You loath'd my love, your Sus ax's arms you fled, 
And cruel leit me in a lonely hed: 
A female weakneſs then uſurp'd my breaſt ; 


I ſought revenge my tears muſt tell the reft, 


Canrtl. 


\ 
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CARYL, 
DeamorT was falſe, and all he told thee lies; 


But 1 forgive thee, Sus AN; wipe thine eyes, 


SUSAN, 


This is the only reaſon I can give 
For my paſt conduct; but with thee I'll live 
In future, CAR VI, ſpotleſs as the dove, 
And faithful as the red-breaſt to her love. 
But now let's leave this vile Patutucket town, 
And in the country once more ſettle down: 
Let's move our hut to Bagley's fertile plain, 


And dwell in love and happineſs again. 


PETER 
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PETER PINDARIC. 


WRITTEN AT PROVIDENCE, 


WWI T II little things how elevated are ſome people; 


Poor humble me, when I pals by, 
Their heads ſeem toſs'd as high 


As our great Baptill ficeple, 


If ever patience leaves me, 'tis to ſee 
Fops rolling in their chariot, 
Fluſh'd with Madeira, punch and claret, 
Who /pay their fathers' debts) would trudge with me. 


Here's one, who of his race is proud, 
And values men as jockies do a horſe, 
Better or worſe, 


According to his Hood. 


Another prides himſelf in riches, 


And looks, in patch-work dreſs, 


Like 


——— 
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Like beaux in days of old Queen Bxss; 
He bids the meaner throng give way, 
And ſtruts in ſtriped ſtockings gay, 

Judging of gentlemen by veft and breeches, 


The ladies too (prime gifts on man beſtow'd 
Of joy and happineſs a load) 
Mutt ſhew their wit in hats pin'd en awry, 


And caps and feathers fluttering high. 


Once, while a boy, I heard my grannam tell, 
That in the days of yore, 
When Jhe was call'd a belle, 
The fair wore hoops a yard acroſs, or more, 
And hats no bigger than your palm, I ween ; 
They look'd like ſugar-loaves, or, more ſublime, 
Like pyramids in ancient time 
In Egypt ſeen ; 
Which, broad at bottom, leſſen'd up, 


And ended in a point at top. 


But. 


4 
But modern belles, who ſixty fold 


Love new things better than the belles of old, 


Have fix'd the bulk upon their crown, 


And look like pyramids turn'd up-hde down, 
Far better for the human race, |; 
Had Adam's fig-leaves kept their place ; 
The mind had been the ſtandard then, 

Not dreſs, to judge of men, 
The ladies then—but I forbear 
To ſay another word about the fair, 


Spite of our teeth, they are our miſtreſſes at will, | 
Have rul'd, do rule, and muſt rule us till, | 


CHARITY 


1 


CHARITY TO RHODE-ISLAND, 


'Th E forry men of e States 
Had long bewept Rhode-Iſland's fates ; | 
The citizens on one day blam'd, 

And next the Governor defam'd ; 

View'd them all plung'd in vicious courſes, 
And ignorant, beſides, as horles ; 

Such monſtcrs, that the ſkies forſake them ; 
Such fools, the devil himſelf won't take them ; 
A factious, antifederal clan, 

Who merit hanging, every man ; 

A baſe ungolomeeting crowd, 

As poor as ſatan, and as proud; 

A cheating paper-money junto, 

And cry'd aloud —** Deleti ſunto : — 

* A dreadful word,” dame Reaſon ſaid, 
When paſſion once had gone to bed i 

And, gieut Courage ſaſt alleep, 


Had crols'd his arms—* hard word to keep 


I „ Twill 
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: »Twill take ſome time, and coſt ſome blood, 


6 


- 


To make the declaration good, 

*© The dogs will bid us all defiance, 

„ And Red Bank knows they'll fight like lions. 
* Beſides, tho' ſunk, degenerate, baſe, 

6 Yet ſtill they are of human race. 

© They {till claim pity—let 's befriend em, 

% And try, if poſſible, to mend em. 

“ Firſt, as is meet, to ſill their quarrels, 

© We'll fend them Pr::7s te mend their morals ; 
* Quack dofors next (here uſeleſs drenes) 

To purge them down to ſkin and bones; 
And thus, in time to baniſh quite 

e Their thirſt for bloodſhed and for fight; 

% To make them wiſe, we'll ſiead their ſchools ; 
To make them rich, we'll ſend them mules : 
„ And finally, to prop the cauſe 

Olf juſtice, liberty and laws; 

© Totcach them patience (beſt of bleſſiings 


& In all aſſlictions and drfreffings } 


„ We'll 


by 
| 


We'll latoyers ſend {whom heav'n preſerve, 
'*" Leſt ſome unlucky wight ſhould ſterve) 
&« Ar article of cheapeſt ware, 


& And which, God knows, we well can ſpare,” 


Thus ſaid the men of neighbourins States, 
Who long had mourn'd Rhode-Iſland's fates, 
And forthwith ſent, and {till are ſending, ſcouls * 


Of preachers, teachers, lawyers, quacks and mulcs. 


A RiuoODa-ISLANDER, 


* A word we filhermen uſe. 
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ON HEARING AN ACCOUNT OF A LATE 
BALL, 


A T Hacktx's hall {ſo fame's loud tongues declare) 
When lately met the faireſt of the fair, 

So bright th' effulgence of their beauty blaz'd, 

Elen old gallants in filent rapture gaz'd ; 

And ſome ſpruce lads, to whom ſuch ſcenes are rare, 
Whoſe feeble eyes could not ſuch brightneſs bear ; 
And ſome whoſe time the claſſics moſt employ, 


Grew fuddled firſt—and after drunk with joy. 


TRANSLATION: 


41 


TRANSLATION OF THE SEVENTH EP I- 


GRAM OF CATULLUS. 


COLLEGE EXERCISED, 1785, 


E. GNATIUS, fince his teeth are white, 
To ſhew hem, giius both day and night; 
When fitting on the judgment feet, 


With crim'nals knecling et his feet, 


And tears from every eyelid flow, 


At their Ciſtreſs and poignant woe, 
Thro' al the tender moving ſcene, 

FE onatius nothing does but grin. 
Tho ſtanding by the ſacred urn, 
Pareuts their tales offspring mourn, 


And frequerit ebe are Leav'd around, 


Egn jatius ſtill is grinning ſound, 


Whate'er is done —no matter where, 
gnatius grins, if he is there. 
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Of all the faults of men below, 
This in the foremoſt place ſhould go. 
Then, to adviſe—make this beginning, 


6 
Whate'er you do, beware of grinning.” 


EPIGRAMS, 
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EPIGRAMS, 


Lr not injuftice make thy power known, 

By acts of kindneſs be it rather ſhown, 

Where is the praiſe to daſh our neighbour's joy? 
Waſps can give pain—and ſerpents life deſtroy, 


TX NN 


TPIGRAMS FROM MARTIAL, 


26, Lid. 1. 
YOU promiſe, yet ne'er give ; if thus you lie, . 


Whene'er I aſk thee, Gallus—pray deny. 


oth, Lib. 4. 
Eutrapelus tonſor dum circuit ora TLuperci 


Eæbungitque genas ; altera barba ſubit. 


WHILE you ſhave tis you ſhave ſo ſlow, 


On ? other cheek the beard will grow. 


( 104 ) 


25th, Lib. 4. 


Cum ſitis ſimiles pareſque vita, 
Uxor peſimus pe ſimiis maritus 


Miror non bene convenire vos “! 


AN hone! man and ugly wife 
Can never lead a happy life; 
But when 6: bad and ugly be, 


The devil's in't they don't agree. 


aift, Lib. 1. 


Cum tua non edas, carpis mea carmina Lali 


Carpe re vel noli nojtra, vel ede tua, 


YOU blame vg verſe, and publiſh not your OWN; 


Publiſh yours, Lalius, or let mine alone. 
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-th, Lib. 5. 
Dificilis, faci/ts, jucundus, acerbus es idem 


Nec tecum poſſum vivere, nec fine te, 


THOU haſt ſo many whims about thee, 


I can't live with thee, nor without thee, 
KORN 


IN MORTEM DIDONI, 
Auſonii Epigram. 


Infelix Dido, nulli bene nupta marito 


Hoc pereunte fugis, hoc fugiente peris. 


A, luckleſs Dido, to two huſbands wed, 
And yet unhappy in each marriage bed; 
Sichœus dead, you fly: 
Eneas fled, you die. 


Kr I SRAM, 


| 
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EPIGRAM, FROM MO gs. 

WIIEN Cupid one time, in: me mood, 
Laid his arrows away, and took up an x-goad, 
Put a ſcrip on his ſhoulders, and over the plain 
By his oxen went whiſtling and ſowing the grain ; 
He look'd with a ſmile up to heaven above, 
And thus addreſs'd loudly Saturnian Jove: 
Quick burn up the fields with celeſtial flame, 


, Leſt the Bull of Europa T juin to my team,” 


THANKSGIVING 


THANESGIVING, 


NOVEMBIR 26, 1789. 


1 N future times, when wonder-mongers pry, 
T Anddearch old records with a curious eye, 
| | They'll ftand amaz'd, that in a ſingle year 
50 many wonders on the Page appear. 
That men of feeling tyrant cuſtom brav'd, 
And gave relief to Africans enſlav'd; 
Taught the white world, that, men of ſable {kin 


Tad ſouls as white and pure as their's within; 


That Frenchmen burſt thro' flav'ry's iron cage, 
And reſe to greatneſs on the human ſtage ; 
That firit Columbia ſaw the glorious hour 


That rais'd her credit, as ſhe roſe in power; 


And when —miraculous event indeed |! 


A © Day of Thanks” Rhode-Tfland State decreed, 


* N 


A SONG 
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A SONG FOR THE TIMES. 


8 IN CE learning's not valu'g, and ſenſe is deſpis'd, 
And faſhion's ſuperior to every thing priz'd ; 
Since the mind to the body is forc'd to give place, 


And Virginia alone gives the finiſhing grace ; 


CHORUS, 


To Virginia, Virginia, Virginia I'll go, 


And return by the ladies admur'd © What a beau!” 


The ſons of New-England were formerly known 

And eſteem'd for their worth—but of late they are 
grown 

Infipid and awkward to ladies of taſte, 


Until to the ſouthward they've been and got grac'd, 


CHORUS, 


To Virginia, &c. 


( 109 ) 
I was always call'd gen'rous, and when in the ſchool, 
Was never mark'd out for a knave or a fool; 
But this boots me nought, ſince a knave that is fine, 


Or a fool from the ſouthward, is reckon'd divine. 


CHORUS, 


To Virginie, &c. 


From old father Adam I boaſt of my blood; 


My charatter's fair, and my buſineſs is good 


My money goes free for the wants of the day, 


But the lads from the ſouthward will throw it away. 


CHORUS, 


To Virginia, &c. 


I never was noted for drinking, I own, 

And ſcarce ever barter with“ rymphs of the town;“ 
But in ruling our paſſions it ſgems there's no merit, 

For the lads from the ſouthwind by theſes ſhew their 


ſpirit. EE 


CHORUS, F 


To Virginia, &c, 
K q 
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I own I don't powder aud ſnarl up my hair, 

Yet the cloaths are all decent and god that I wear 
But ſhort of extravegance all is in vain, 

For the lads from the ſouthward wear nothing that's 


plain. 6 


CHORUS, 


To Virginia, &c. 


I once thought the ladies politeneſs admir'd, 

And falſe Tpoken compliments never deſir'd ; 

But their notions all change, ſince Virginians have 
come, 


Who invite them abroad, and then leave them at home. 


CHORUS, 
To Virginia, Virginia, Virginia I'll go, 


Turn clerk to a merchant, and come home à beau. 
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SONG. 


TUNE—*® Social Fire.“ 


Or Nancy's charms I fain would ſing, 

More lovely than the blooming ſpring, 
The nymph of my deſire, 

Whom heaven grant to cheer my cot, 


And make me bleſs my heppy lot, 


Around a ſoclal fre, 


While others barter bliſs ſor gain, 
And wear a {laviſh golden chain, 
To wealth Lil not aſpire ; 
I aſk enough to live at eaſe, 
To give the poor—my ſriends to pleaſe, 


And keep a ſocial fire, 


When ſets the fun in weſtern ſky, 
How pleaſing from the world to fly, 
And to my cot retire ; 


K 2 


- > - — — — 2. 0 


( 


To find me there a cheerful wife, 


112) 


And hcar the children's playful ſtrife, 


Around the ſocial fire. 


Such joys as theſe he never knows, 
Who leads a life of dull repoſe 

Joys that can never tire 
Heaven grant me ſoon this bliſsful ſtate, 
Thea will I hail my happy fate, 
And bleſs my ſocial ſire. 
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SONG. 


Wi; ILE zephyrs fan the verdant groves, 
And Jowercts grace the plain, 

While ſuepherds tell the nymphs their loves, 
And fl-unt in pleaſure's train; 

To yond:r cottage of my fair 
My anxious foctReps tend; 

What joy lo great as viewing there 


A lover and a friend d 


Tober I fear not to diſcloſe 
The feglipgs of my heert j 

She bears a part in all my woes, 
In all my joys —a part. 

Ife er ſhe weeps, I kiſs the tear, 
And bid her forrows end; 

I! ſhe is plezs'd, joy ſhows me near. 


A lover and a fricad. 


K 3 


She's 


„5 


She's youthful, innocent and gay, 
Of perfect mind and mein; 

She quickly ſteals all hearts away, 
Wherever ſhe is ſeen, 

But tho' each ſhepherd's heart ſhe charms, 
And they before her bend, 


Round me alone ſhe throws her aims, 
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A lover and a friend. 
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SONG, 


No more of my freedom I'll boaſt, 
Nor the arts of young females deſpiſe ; 
What I boafted, I lately have loſt, 


By a glance of ANcELica's eyes! 


How alter'd am I from the ſwain, 
Who whilome ſo careleſs and free, 
At his pleaſure tript over the plain, 


As happy as mortal could be ! 


My heart, which was tender and kind, 
To yield the unfortunate reſt, 


I never believ'd was defign'd 


Of quiet to rob my own breaſt, 


But, ah! it a traitor has prov'd, 
And left me to grief and deſpair ; 
For no ſooner I ſaw, than it lov'd 


_. AxgGeEtica, youthful and fair, 
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Of the nymphs of the plain ſhe is chief, 


tender in heart as a dove; 
She treely would give me relief, 


unt 4nother has gained her love. 


To Damon ſhe plighted her faith, 
Intcading to reader him bleſt 
She nities my ſorrows, ſhe ſaith, 


But cannot oſtore me to reſt. 


My boſom, ab me! how it ſighs; 
I'm rind, i'm ruin'd, I fear; 
FH. w of untrsquired my eyes 


Are tedew'd with a ſorrowful tear. 


Rind heaven, in pity attend, 
Artend to a ſuppliant's cries; 


ere on earth bid my miſery end, 


Or bear me away to the ſkies, 


i 


LINES 


N A YOUNG LADY'S TAKING A VOYAGE TO mmm, 


VIE winds, be huſh'd—forbear to roar, 
Ye waves, nor proudly laſh the thore ; 
Be huſh'd, ye ſtorms, in ſilence leep, 
Nor rage deſtructive o'er the deep. 
AsPASIA fſails—and at her fide 


The Beauties on the ocean ride. 


Riſe, Neptune, from thy coral bed, 
I And lift on high thy peaceful head ; 
[ 


I Calm with thy nod the raging main, + 
Or bid the billows rage in vain. 
As pAs 1A ſails—and at her fide 


The Graces on the ocean ride, 


Attendants of the watery god, 
Le tritons, leave your green abode; 
Ye nereides, with your flowing hair, 


Ariſe, and make the nymph your care, 
A8SPASIA 
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As rar ſuils—and at her fide 


The Mufes on the ocean ride. 


Thou ſeaborn *enns, from thine iſle 
Propitious on ito veynge ſmile; 


Already anxious for the fair, 


Thy winged ſon prefers his prayer, 


AsyAs14 ſails—and at her fide 


The Loves upon the ocean ride. 


Let ALL attend—and bid the breeze 
Blow ſoftly—bid the ſwelling ſeas 
Swell gently—for ſuch worth before: 
The ocern's boſom never bore, 

As As IA Hils—and at her fide 

The F:7:ucs on the ocean ride. 


ALONZO, 


Providence, July 22, 1791. 
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TO AN UNKNOWN LADY. 


1 F beauty could my boſom move, 


And bind my heart in chains of love, 
Thy face had caus'd my breaſt to glow, 


And brought me to thy foot ſtool low, 


But- my heart beauty cannot bind, 
Unleſs to wit and virtue join'd: 
If thou haſt theſe, fair nymph, I'll be : 


1 A loverand a ſlave to thee, 


* 4 1 , F a 
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TO A BROOK, 


Sg WEE T brook, that glides this vale along, 


The theme of many an artleſs ſong, 7 
oh 
A plaintive lover's prayer attend, ; 
And kindly ſhow thyſelf a friend. 3 
The nymph who cauſes all my woe I» 

Oft walks where thy pure waters flow ; | 

There ſhe decoys the finny train, 

Then gives them to the ſtream again. | 
If ever thus to try her ſkill, » 
And manifeſt her gen'rous will, 8 
She to thy banks again repair, oy 
0 | Then thus, ſweet brook, addreſs the fair: 720 
© | & Why unto fiſhes, caught by art, & 
| : 
* © Doſt thou exert a tender heart; 
W | | | Fe... 
© While man, once caught within thy chain, "33 
1 
| I 


3 “ Prays for relief to thee in vain ?” 3 5 
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TO A YOUNG LADY WHO PRESENTED 
SPRIG. 


+ Tu E O. the ſprig, which t'other day, 
Your friendly gift, I brought away, 
And gave the molt conſpicuous place 
My unadorned room to grace, 
Alas! with tears I tell it—fades, 
And haſtens quickly to the ſhades ! 
Tis thus, while things with you remain, 
They all their livelineſs retain ; 
But—loſt the luſtre of your eye, 
They pine with ſadneſs, droop and die. 


I. 


2 
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ON HEARING A YOUNG LADY SPEAK Or 
THE DISADVANTAGES OF THOSE OF 
HER SEX, WHOSE MINDS ARE LESS 
IMPROVED THAN THEIR FACES ARE 
BEAUTIFUL, 


Va IN is the cheek's vermilion hue, 
The forehead ſmooth and high, 

The lip, like roſe-buds moiſt with dew, 
And vain the ſparkling eye. 


Vain beauty's ſelf the heart to bend, 
And in love's fetters bind, 


Unleſs with grace external blend 
The graces of the mind, 


The flow'r that's ting'd with various dyes, 
At firſt may lure the eye; | 
But if no fragrance from it riſe, 


'Tis paſs'd neglected by, 


( 123 ) 
Thus CETIA's beauties firſt ſurvey'd, 
Our hearts were all her own ; 
But, tranſient love, it ſoon decay'd 


When once the nymph was known. 


ALI. 


3 


TO A YOUNG LADY. 


W HY droops, my friend, thy tender heart? 
Why languiſhes thine eye p 
Let friencſhip's voice relief impart, 


And check the ſwelling ſigh, 


Soon ſhall the favour'd youth return, 


For love now chides his ſtay, 


To bid his Tuko, ceaſe to mourn, 


And kiſs the tear away, 


So oft if ſighs thy boſom move, 


. 


The idol of thy ſwain, 


"Think bow they ſigh, who, though they love, 


Yet are not lov'd again, 


LINES. 


„ 


LINES 


WRITTEN AT THE RURAL RETREAT OH MR, J. PAGE, 


SMITHFIELD, RHODE-ISLAND, 


Art you*who love the woody hill, 
The hanging rock, the murmuring rill, 
To hear of birds th' enchanting lay, 
At riſing and departing day ; 

Or, meditating, love to rove 


The blooming field, or ſhady grove ; 


To take from nature's lap the flowers, 

And fit within her roſeate bowers ; 

Who wiſh to baniſh every care, 

And mind and body both repair : 

Deſert the town, a filthy cage, 

And breathe a lib'ral air with Pace, 
Haſte, and find at ebe 
All you wiſh, and all you love. 


L 3 FRAGMENT. 


1 


FRAGMENT, 


— WI EN midſt the blazing taper's light, 
Of ſun- beams emulous, the varied dance 

In harmony we tread, I often ſpy - 

The ſnow-white boſom riſing to the lip 

That dares not preſs it, Frequent too I hear 
The lenFthen'd gh from nature's n 
The female boſom, breath'd. Anon . 
Adown the roſeate cheek of love the tear, 

The lucid tear; and, like the dew of morn 

On vernal flowers, hangs, O heart of adamant, 
For whom ſuch ſighs are breath'd in vain ; 

O heart of more than adamant, for whom 


Such ſorrows flow unnoticed, 


4 


TO MISS N 


Tuo SE ruffled beaux who beauty prize, 
Who love a woman's killing eyes, * 

And fair complexion ; when theſe fade, 
With ſneers exclaim, The nymph's decay'd:“ 
But men of ſenſe, who know, tho' fair, 
How vain external beautics are, 

Who love the woman's nobler part, 

The gen'rous, kind and virtuous heart, 
Know that ker charms will nc'er decay, 
Till from the earth they're ſnatch'd away; 
Then pure and ſpotleſs to the ſkies 


Aſcend, and to perfection riſe, 


* * 
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ON THE DEATH OF MR. BENJAMIN MAR- 
SHALL, 


WHO DIED ON LODGE NIGHT, OCTOBER 15 1790. 


BY A WELL-WISHER TO THE SOCIETY, THOUGH. 


NO MASON, 
> 


Pallida mors equo pede pulſat pauperum tabernas, . 


Regumque Turvres, 
Hor.. 


WWI TH age, infirmities and want, oppreſt, 
Death ſaid to Maxsnrall, © Thou ſhalt ſhortly reft.. 
hee ſee no reaſon for thy tarrying here, 
& But fear of me—and me 'tis vain to fear. 
© Thy fancy'd ſchemes muſt at this day be few, 
© And ſhort the plenſuxes which thou haſt in view. 
© No wife remains, to ſmooth life's aged way, 
ec. No tender infants to demand thy ſtay : 
„„ Small are thy comforts, num'rous are thy woes, . 
= And few thy ſriends but what the lodge compoſe. 
** 82, 
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© Say, with one blow ſhall I thy ſoul remove, 


© And raiſe thee joyful to the lodge above ?“ 
Without that fear that ſtrikes the guilty mind, 

And to the will of heaven e'er reſign'd, * 
The hes reply'd, = Theſe things, Oh death, are true ; 
* One boon I aſk, and then ſubmit to you. 

© Thole-genuine friends, thoſe brothers of my heart, 
“ Whom kind affection prompted to impart 

The means of living ta my feeble age, 

„ And Nill ſuſtain me tottering on the Nage, 

" To-night in ſocial brotherhood convene ;. 

« My wiſh, Oh death, would lead me to the ſcene, 
“That I may there my grateful feelings tell, 

& And bid them all a long, ſincere farewell! 
Then, when the lodge in harmony ſhall cloſe, 
And each one haſtens home ward to repoſe, 

© I'll wait thy Ee TTY thy commands obey, 

* And thro' thy kingdom ſeek eternal day.“ 

Twas reaſon's claim—nor death refus'd the grace, 


But met him punCual at the {ime and place. 


ELEGIAC 


( 130) 
ELEGIAC LINES, 


Tu E moon juſt glimmer'd in the weſt, 
The weary world were gone to reſt, 
When on yon hill of long repoſe 


I ſtopt awhile, to vent my woes. 


At many a ſtone of ancient date 
I mourn'd ſome kindred's haſty ſate, 
Snatch'd from the ſtzge e'er I came here, 


But whoſe known virtues I revere. 


There ſtood a monument, where lay 
The partner of my youthful play ; 
Whoſe breaſt with early virtue glow'd,. 
Fit for tne preſence of his GOD, 


Cropt—as a flower by ſudden froſt, 
His virtues to his country loſt ; 


O'er him iny boſom heaves a ſigh, . 


And the warm tear ſtarts from my eye. 


1 
There lay the man +—in fateful hour, 
Who boldly ſtemm'd tyrannic pow'r, 
And fix'd his hand to that decree, 
Which bade America be free / 


1 ſtop, and o'er the patriot dead 
The tear of heart-felt reverence ſhed, 
And feel a momentary glow 


Of rage at freedom's every foe. 


Behold a recent grave—the ſod 
Yet green—'tis Su $an's* cold abode: 
Awhile here penſive let me bend, 


And mourn my fair departed friend. 


Of innocence, of truth the child, 

Of manners modeſt, temper mild ; 

When paſling where thy aſhes fleep, 
Whoſe heart ſo hard that will not weep ? 


The' 
+ Hon. STETREN Horkxins, Eſq; 


* Miſs SuSANNAN WHIPPLE, 


( 132 ) 
Tho? conſcious that the dread beheſt 
But call'd thee to eternal reſt, 
Who did not wiſh the power to fave 


Thy virtues from th' untimely grave? 


Peace to thy duſt—dear friend, farewell! 
Till ſounds for me the village bell, 

Oft, as I tread this hallow'd ground, 

My tears ſhall on thy grave be found, 


Providence, January 25, 1794. 


EPITAPH 
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EPITAPH ON MR. SIMON BACKUS, 


WHO DID AT PLAINFIELD (CONNECTICUT) 


8EPTEMBER, 1788. 


Hr RE reſts beneath this ftene a youth, 
The friend of virtue and ef truth; 

Bleſt with a modeſt eaſy mein, 

A head imprev'd—a ſoul ferene, 

Belov'd by all, and crown'd with praiſe, 
He liv'd his few—ah! too few days! 
Know then alike are turn'd to duſt 

The young, the old, the learn'd, the juſt; 
And that, if worth from death could ſave, 


Backus had ever ſhunn'd the grave. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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LINES 


WRITTEN BY A YOUNG GENTLEMAN AT TUX 


GRAVE OF KIS DECLASED MOTHBRE, 


'Trnov ſpirit mingled with the juſt, 


Behold me kneel before thy duſt; 
And while contemplative I kneel, 


Be thou my witneſs what I feel. 


The tears that gliſten in my eyes, 
My boſom ſwell'd with anxious ſighs, 
My every look—to thee declare | 


The love I to thy memory bear! 


Over thy bed of calm repoſe 
How tall the rankling herbage grows, 
And mourns, with all the winds that breathe, 


The fate of her who lies beneath 1 


Tho 
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The monuments of thoſe who ſleep 
Appear as they for thee would weep, 
And yonder poplars ſeem to ſtand 
A mournful, melancholy band.. 


Oh! couldſt thou hear the red - breaſt ſing, 
That o'er thy grave oft hails the ſpring; 
O! couldſt thou hear my filial voice, 


How would this drooping ſoul rejoice * 


Twould give my aching heart relief, 
To thee, a friend, to tell my grief; 
To thee thy children's numerous woes, 


And numerous ſighs and tears diſcloſe! 


% How happy thoſe who early dy'd,. 
„ And lie repoſing by thy ſide! 
© While we, our parent from us torn, 


* Survive negletcted and forlorn,” 


While 
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While thus complain'd thy fav'rite boy, 
Tho! ſeated in the realms of joy, 

Thy ſpotleſs breaſt would heave a ſigh, 


And tears maternal wet thine eye! 


But night comes on! the bleak winds riſe, 


And o'er thy grave the long graſs ſighs; 


I go—dear friend—remember me, 


Remember him who weeps for thee. 


ELEGIAG- 


( 187 ) 


ELEGIAC LINES, 


ON TUE DEATH OF MR, MOSES BROWN, JUN, 


D APHNIS the young, the lov'd, is dead, 
And hence this univerſal gloom |! 
To-day the ſable hearſe was led, 


In ſlow proceſſion, to the tomb, 


That boſom ſenſeleſs lies, and cold, 
Where ſcience ever lov'd to dwell ; 
Speechleſs that tongue, which never told 


What ſpotleſs virtue dar'd not tell. 


That face, which every ſight could pleaſe, 
That form, in ſymmetry ſo juſt, 
Where dignity, combin'd with eaſe, 


Are mouldering to their primal duſt, 


Departed youth ! oft to thy grave 
Shall Science-from her ſeat repair, 


” 


gf 


. 
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And there with tears the green turf lave, 
Her boſom to the rude winds bare. 


There too ſhall Virtue oft be ſeen, 
When o'er the vale ſpreads twilight grey, 


With tearful eye, and ſorrowing mien, 


Bent o'er the earth that ſhrouds thy clay, 


Adieu, dear ſhade ; accept theſe lays 
From one to whom thy memory's dear; 
Who knew thy virtues, and whole praiſe, 


Although unequal, is ſincere. 


* 


ON 
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ON HEARING A PARTRIDGE DRUM. 


BY THE LATE DR. JONATHAN ARNOLD. 


Ha RK! whence that hollow ſound which ſtrikes... 
the ear, 
And fills the mind with rude alarm, 
As I walk forth to view the bleoming year, 


And unſuſpecting harm? 


Fis not the ſound of violence and arms, 
Tis not to rouze the din of war, % 
*Tis love the gentle drummer's boſom warms, 


And wakens all his care, , 


The woedland partridge *tis, by nature taught, 
For double purpoſe makes the ſound; 
*Reft of his mate to baniſh: anxious thought, 


And fray intruders round, 


On a fall'n tree he takes his centry ſtand, 


Near where his mate upon her neſt 


( 120} 
Sits brooding—and, with trembling pinions fann'd, 


Beats air upon his breaſt. 


In all her painful abſtinence he fares, 
Hoping to ſee the callow young; 
With her in all ſolicitudes he ſhares, 


Nor thinks the ſeaſon long. 


Does nature plant this inſtin in his mind, 
And uſeleſs there to all beſide p 
Not ſo—all creatures reaſon's ſearch will find 


In uſefulneſs ally'd. 


* 
Wiſdom examples gives, by brutes and birds, 


To man—her pupils here may learn, 
(Altho' not dreſs'd in ſounding pomp of words) 
And uſeful truth diſcern, : | 


She bids the fire the teeming matron tend, 

"With ehearfal wilt e caſe ber mind; - 

The ſympathizing and protecting friend, 
Affectionate and kind, 


Alas, 


641 
Alas, how few attend her hallow'd lore, 
But coldly ſtray, while rending woes 
Tear a fond mother's tender boſom more 


Than double all her throws. 


5 Shame burn his cheeks to cinder,” who thus dares- 
Infringe on nature's ſacred code; 
For whom awaits, tho' preſent mercy ſpares, 


The wrath. of nature's GOD, d; 
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